THE    MEMOIRS    OF
had got possession of the other man's gun on the pretence of
examining it. At a mutual sign the two bushranger-con-
stables laid down the drivers* weapons, and immediately
presented their own pieces at the astounded men, warning
them to stand still on peril of their lives.
'For,* added Foxley in a terrifying tone, 'I am Foxley, the
bushranger/
As he said this, Murtagh Cassidy was stooping to light
his pipe, and instantly dropped pipe and knife into the fire,
leaped over the piled bullock bows, yokes and chains, and
made off at the speed of a hunted deer. McCoy took aim,
but Foxley, roaring with laughter, knocked up the barrel.
*Damn him, how he runs away from his relation P he cried,
tears of merriment running from his hard eyes. 'Come back,
you fool, to your sixth cousin Phil! He won't. Tl^en blast
him, let him run, for he can't get help within three miles.
He's too damned scarified, anyhow, to look for help where It
might be found/
The bushrangers now robbed the bullock-drivers of every-
thing worth taking and looted everything of use to them
from the drays, after which they were led by Foxley by a
circuitous route until they reached the foot of the mountains
where they are washed by the Nepean River at the northern
extremity of Emu Plains. Here, just at dawn, they halted
and enjoyed the first square meal they had had for forty-
eight hours, and then proceeded to examine their plunder*
They had acquired half a chest of tea, a bag of Mauritius
sugar, a basket of Brazilian tobacco, and a quantity of cloth-
ing, shawls and handkerchiefs, as well as a supply of flour
and pork, which ensured them against a renewal of famine
for at least a week. The greater part of the day was spent In
sleep, but at dusk McCoy was again dispatched to spy out
the land. Very soon he returned and led them to a spot on
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